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Dhaniya and Khemi are husband and wife, recently
married, scavengers by caste and profession, low caste
untouchables doomed to a degraded life. There is a
caste dinner in the street which it is the lot of these
Unfortunates to sweep. The man who is giving the
dinner orders them to sit at one end of the street to
prevent unwelcome dogs from entering the street while
the high-class guests are occupied with their dinner. The
two lovers, engaged with their humble romance, let a stray
dog enter the street. Confusion follows; and the host,
wroth with the neglectful scavengers, drives them away*
Humiliated, heart-broken, deprived of the crumbs of a rich
dinner to which they had looked forward with such joy,
they leave the locality. Khemi had got Dhaniya to take a
vow never to touch alcohol; but, seeing his depression,
she permits him to have a drink.
The tragedy of their life begins. Dhaniya, once the
vow is broken, lets himself go, becomes a drunkard, and
often beats and abuses Khemi. She runs away to Nadiad,
and obtains employment as a scavenger in the munici-
pality. But she loves her poor husband and cannot help
going back to him.^ Debts have accumulated, and are
paid in part by moneys borrowed on the pledge of Khemi's
ornaments.
Then the Story begins to suffer in execution. She sees her
husband in the grip of despair and vice, but has no heart to
quarrel with him or to deny him anything. Later, he dies.
Left alone, she feels that her husband died because they
had not the money to fulfil a vow taken by him. An astro-
loger advises her to fulfil it as the benefit will go to
her husband though he is dead. She goes back to her
work and drudges wearily for seven long years to collect
the money wherewith to fulfil the vow. She receives offers
of remarriage but declines to accept them; for she still
loves Dhaniya's memory.
The story ends with her message to a wooer that it is
jtoo late to patch up her life by a second marriage. And
the reader is left with a half-suppressed sob, contempla-
ting the tragic greatness of this humble, lonely woman.
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